HARD TIMES
heavily to the ground on my side. The suddenness and the
force with which I fell seemed to t>eat all the breath out of
my body. I lay perfectly still; indeed, I had no power to
move, and I thought now I was going to die. I heard a
sort of confusion round me, loud, angry voices, and the get-
ting down of the luggage, but it was all like a dream. I
thought I heard that sweet, pitiful voice saying, "Oh! that
poor horse! it is all our fault." Some one came and loos-
ened the throat strap of my bridle, and undid the traces
which kept the collar so tight upon me. Some one said,
"He's dead, he'll never get up again/' Then I could hear
a policeman giving orders, but I did not even open my eyes.
I could only draw a gasping breath now and then. Some
cold water was thrown over my head, and some cordial was
poured into my mouth, and something was covered over
me. I cannot tell how long I lay there, but I found my
life coming back, and a kind-voiced man was patting me and
encouraging me to rise. After some more cordial had been
given to me, and after one or two attempts, I staggered to
my feet, and was gently led to some stables which were dose
by. Here I was put into a well-littered stall, and some
warm gruel was brought to me, which I drank most thank-
fully.
In the evening I was sufficiently recovered to be led back
to Skinner's stables, where I think they did the best for me
they could. In the morning Skinner came with a farrier
to look at me. He examined me very closely, and said:
"This is a case of overwork more than disease, and if you
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